CHAPTER TWELVE
HE HAD BEEN AWAY FOR NEARLY A YEAR.    ONE
morning, when the smell of autumn leaves from the
Forest hung about the town, and the cobble-stones
in the street looked as though they had been washed
clean by the rain, while it was still dark Wijntje
came into the shop with her umbrella dripping.
The assistant was still standing alone, and she asked
to see Werendonk. He was sitting with Frans at
breakfast; he beckoned to her to come in, and
pointed to a chair. But she remained standing, for
her dress was wet. c Well, child, what is it ?* he
asked. She hesitated, she asked if she could count
on Frans not repeating anything she said, and when
the latter had reassured her, she said that she had
news; her cheek flushed red as she said it. Weren-
donk rose and stood in front of her. A week previ-
ously she had received a letter, but she couldn't tell
them what was in it, and yesterday another letter
had come. He wrote that he was destitute and that
in Despair he would probably join up in a colonial
regiment. He wanted her to ask his uncle to forgive
him, he could bear it no longer, but he daren't write
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